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respects the hotel Is ideal., and it has a view which Canaletto
would have painted.
My failure with that old harridan, Time and Tide^ is complete.
Have courted, and done my best to make conquest of, Sylvia
Lynd, Vera Brittain, and Viola Garvin, but alas, all to no purpose!
Individually they are dears, together they are the Medusa. And
I, in print at any rate, appear to be Anathema. Says Medusa
this week :
Without malice, I think I may say that there are many
who dislike Mr Agate as a critic and who cannot stomach
his manner of false heartiness or the mess of, so to speak,
literary boiled beef and carrots which he places on the bill
of fare every Sunday.
This makes me want to imitate Jonathan Wild's young woman
who visited him in prison to ask, " Why bitch, Mr Wild ?
Why bitch ? " Why "false heartiness " ? Is this the result of
subduing my lion's roar to Bottom's sucking-dove quality ?
By the way, Phyllis Neilson-Terry is still peacocking it as Oberon.
I remember last season how Oberon had to make exit round
the bend of one of those discreet little paths which, in public
parks, disappear into shrubberies. First the King of the Fairies
vanished and then, like a serpent, his long and trailing cloak
started to negotiate the bend. The man with me, a motor-fan,
said in a stage whisper, " He won't do it unless he goes into
reverse! *'
Aug.-$          Bout of wind and panic started at midday and
Saturday.- lasted till ten at night. Tried every known remedy,
physical and spiritual, without effect. Motored to
Creeksea and actually found this very desolate spot on the Essex
coast which might be part of an early Conrad story. Watched
a barge with brown sails tack against the tide, come to anchor,
and make fast almost within hailing distance. But even that
didn't lift the depression, which, however, just about bed-time
unaccountably cleared. The only measure I can give of these
attacks is to say that the wretchedness would not be increased